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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

Warning: this is a ghost story but it will not be scary. Just saying so in case you read it for the thrill and the 
goosebumps.. You gonna be disappointed. This is the story of an unusual encounter, a bit slow, a bit angsty, a 
bit surreal. 


CJ had finally accepted to go out that Friday night. It was the first time he had accepted to venture outside of 
his apartment for a right with friends since god knows how long. They had all commonly decided that six 
months was enough mourning time and he needed to start feeling normal again, whatever that meant. They 
respected him and his grief but now it was becoming toxic and CJ's friends were afraid that he was slowly 
shifting away from sadness right into isolation and depression. They wouldn't let him hurt himself that way. 


Going out to a club and dancing was rot really CJ's idea of a great evening, even before the accident, but his 
friends had insisted that he had to have drinks, look at people having fun and dance and try to do the same, if 
he hadn't yet forgotten how to be alive. 


Truthfully, it wasn't as bad as he had thought it would be. Jay and a couple of his friends were with him, 


joking and talking about their week and their plans for the rest of the week-end. They had found one of those 
high tables next to the rail overlooking the dancefloor one floor down. CJ was avoiding talking too much and was 
just listening, more or less attentively. He had nothing to say. His days were spent at the coffee house, working 
and managing things, and when he wasn't there, he was home. Alone. Watching tv shows or music videos on his 
laptop without much attention to what was really happening on the screen He still couldn't stand to be home in 
total silence, so his computer was always on, providing some background noise or music. 


Jay had tried to include him more in their conversations a few times but CJ didn't want to talk. Being out 
there was already a big step. He needed time to adjust. Sipping on his drink and watching people dancing was 
enough of an entertainment for one night, he thought. He peeked over the metal rail and looked down at the 
crowd dancing the night away. There was a time he would have definitely been down there with these people 
too, not because he liked it but because Mark did and he loved to watch him dance. 


Would he ever want to dance again with someone? 


His friends' chatter and laughs were muffled by the music. He turned his head away from them and scanned 
around for nothing in particular, till his eyes stopped at one point. A slim silhouette with long blond hair was 
swaying and moving around. The strobe lights were hitting the dancing form every few seconds, making him or 
her stand out from the rest of the crowd. CJ could only see the long mane of blond hair and the dancer's 
back. His movements were in sync with the music but seemed foreign and different from the way the other 


people around were dancing. 

"You want another one?," Jay asked. 

CJ turned towards his friends who was pointing at his almost empty beer bottle. 

"No, not now. l.. | think I'll go downstairs for a bit," CJ said. 

He was the first one surprised to hear those words escape him but tried to act casual about it. 

"You...2," Jay frowned and didn't finish his sentence. 

CJ was already gone and out of earshot before Jay could ask him if he meant he was going to dance. That was 
unexpected but at the same time, Jay smiled and thought that maybe, just maybe, CJ was going to start 
feeling a bit better. 

CJ cursed under his breath as he made his way down the stairs and onto the dancefloor. Why did he even say 
that? Somehow, however, his legs had made him hurry down towards the ground floor to go mingle with the 
clubbers. 

At least the music was good. Jay and him had similar music tastes. Jay was a night owl and he knew all the 


right spots around town and in the neighboring areas. He had taken them to a place that played mainly 


industrial, new wave and alternative music. That was right up Cd's alley. There were many more modern songs 


in the DJ's playlist. More than what he would listen to at home by himself but the vibe was right. It was dark 
and dissonant, and the loudness of the sounds beating in his ears reminded him that yes, he was alive and he 


could still feel things. 


One turn on the left and his eyes fell on the dancing blond - a guy. He was just a few feet away from him. Cd 
couldn't detach his eyes now he could see his face. He was young, probably in his early twenties, with fine 
traits, clean shaven and dark eyes. He noticed darker roots where his hair parted, the same color as his 
eyebrows. He wasn't a real blond but the color suited him well. His outfit was a little odd, quite colorful, like he 
had just stepped out of a 40s hair band music video. 


The blond didn't seem to be dancing with anyone in particular. CJ was quite surprised that nobody else had 
approached him or tried to catch his attention because he was stunningly handsome, or pretty. CJ wasn't sure 
which adjective he would use to describe him. His mouth had a feminine plump shape but for the rest, he 


definitely looked like a guy. 


CJ thought he should probably stop staring but he didn't really want to. A moment later, the blond looked at 
him, and then at the other people around them. When the blond's gaze moved back to him and that CJ made 
prolonged eye contact with him and began to extend a hand in his direction, the guy stopped dancing. He opened 
his mouth but closed it right away. He stared back at CJ, looking shocked or scared, as if he'd seen a ghost. 


Jay had told him the club was gay and queer friendly but some guys just didn't like to have other men 
checking them out. CJ concluded that the pretty blond had maybe not appreciated the way he had looked at 
him. If that was the case, he would just apologize and go away, or go back upstairs and admire him from up 
there instead. 


CJ was about to say something and then the man's eyes grew wide. CJ didn't even realize what happened. He 
thought he saw the blond turn around but he wasn't sure. The only thing he knew for sure was that within a 
few seconds, he had disappeared. 


Half an hour later, CJ had gone back upstairs where his friends were still talking and drinking. On his way back 
from the bar, after he had gone to get another drink, he spotted the young blond guy again, this time dancing 
on a more secluded area in a corner of the upper floor. CJ didn't hesitate. He wanted to go talk to him and 


apologize. 


There was no one dancing close to him this time and CJ approached him from behind. “Sorry for earlier, | didn't 


mean to upset you," he said. 


The guy turned around, with the same shock expression on his face as earlier. He seemed transfixed by the 


sight of CJ and what he had just said to him. 


At this point, CJ wondered if the guy maybe didn't speak English. He didn't have too much time to think about 


other reasons why he might be reacting to him the way he was. 


"Y.. You... Can see me?,” the blond replied. 
CJ chuckled at the response, happy to learn that the guy spoke English. 


"Huh... Yes, | can see you. You're kind of hard not to see, actually." CJ thought that sounded much better in his 
head than when he said it out loud "That was a compliment, by the way." 


"How is it..2" 
The blond still didnt seem he have recovered from whatever terrified or stupefied him. 


"Anyway, | didn't want to spook you when we were dancing earlier downstairs. | just wanted to clear the air. | 


didn't mean anything." 


The blond shook his head, as if he was waking up and having a hard time getting a grasp on reality. He passed 
a hand in his hair and swallowed with apparent difficulty. 


"No, l.. It's not that," he said, his voice a little shaky. "But you're.. You're not supposed to see me." 

‘I'm sorry, | don't understand," CJ replied. 

The blond lifted his right hand and reached for CJ's shoulder. CJ's eyes followed the movement. An instant 
later, it was his turn to display a shocked expression, when the stranger's fingers didn't brush on his shoulder 
but instead disappeared into it, without causing him any pain. 

The guy pulled his hand back in a swift movement, not looking surprised at all at what had just happened. 
"That's why you're not supposed to see me," the young man said. 


A sad smile appeared on his pretty face. 


"Nobody can see me. I'm a ghost" 


Chapter 2 


CJ sighed. Of course, the hottest guy around was a nutcase. It would have been too good to be true. Or maybe 
he was not crazy and he just had taken too many happy pills or whatever young people took these days to 
fuck with their brain. 

CJ caught himself wondering why he was even thinking about that. It's not like he was in any decent mental 
headspace to think about stuff like that. Meaning guys being hot. What did it matter if the guy was hot? It's 
not like he was looking for a date, not even a one-night stand. 

Deep down inside, however, CJ couldn't quite dismiss the fact that there was something strange about the guy 
and their encounter. Leaving aside any further thoughts about the way he looked, the blond had just tried to 
touch him and his hand had gone right through his body. That was not normal. That was what ghosts did. At 


least what they were doing in movies. Yet, they were not in a movie and CJ was sober, give and take a few 


vodka shots and a couple of beers, so the only logical conclusion was that the guy was actually a ghost. 
Yeah. Right. 
"| need to sit down," the young guy said. 


If - and that was a very big if, with capital j- the guy was really a ghost, wasn't it funny that he was the 


one surprised? 

The blond looked up at CJ who was still standing in front of him, clueless about what to say or do next. 
"You don't believe me, do you?" 

CJ coughed lightly. 

‘Its. hard to believe." 

"You saw what | just did. | cannot touch you." 

"Maybe you're a magician’ 


The blond stared at him for a moment. The staring contest stopped when CJ started to laugh at how 
ridiculous his remark sounded. The other guy smiled but didn't laugh. 


"Try to touch my shoulder," the blond said seriously. "You'll see. You can't 


As anticipated, when CJ tried to poke the blond on his shoulder, or upper arm or grab his hair... Nothing. It was 
as if he was poking thin air, except that he could see the guy sitting in front of him. He was talking to him and 


hearing him. But he couldn't touch him. 


CJ took a couple of steps back, suddenly realizing that maybe this was actually happening. And if it was the 


case, it was a little too freaky for his own taste. 

"This is insane," he muttered. 

"Its not normal." 

"No kidding?" 

"No, | mean its not normal that you can see me, and talk to me. It's never been like this." 
"What are you talking about?" 


The blond brought his feet up on the edge of the bench and wrapped his arms around his thin legs, hugging 
his knees. 


"Since | died.. Nobody has been interacting with me. You're the first person who can see me. Are you a 
medium or something?" 


CJ looked around. They were alone in this corner of the upper floor now. He sat down and scratched his head. 
"| manage a coffee shop" 

The blond nodded and tilted his head to one side. 

"What's your name?" 

"Carlton, but call me CJ" 

"Vik What's the ‘Jt for in CJ?" 

"My middle name, John 

Vik nodded again "CJ sounds good. And | like your hair," he added 


CJ had dyed his hair indigo one week after the funeral. Some kind of weird impulse to change something about 
himself. It hadn't made him feel better about anything but he had kept doing it since then. 


CJ was too confused to pick up on the compliment, or say anything nice back to Vik. It was probably better 


anyway. He wasn't sure his brain was functioning well. 


"So you're a ghost. That's what happens when one dies?" 
Vik shrugged. 


| don't think so but that's what happened to me. | don't think it happens to many people. I've never seen any 
other like myself. I'm stuck here. In this club. | think it's because of what occurred" 


"What do you mean?" 

Vik looked up, his face an odd mix of embarrassment and sadness. 

".. | was murdered" 

CJ frowned. 

"You're joking, right?" 

‘| was in the wrong place at the wrong time." 

CJ gestured with his hand to tell him to continue. 

| was about to leave the bathroom downstairs and three guys barged in. Two guys were holding a man who 
obviously didn't want to be there with them. They pushed me out and | was stupid. | heard the guy yelling for 
them to let him go and | went right back in, asking them what the hell they were doing and to leave the man 
alone. | didn't have time to see it coming. One of the guys turned around and shot me. | just remember the 
other guy who was with him screaming he was crazy and an idiot and | remember the pain. It hurt like hell. | 
looked down and | saw blood. He had shot me in the stomach. | fell down and when | was on the floor, he aimed 
his gun at me again, | suppose he shot a second time. | think | closed my eyes not to see it happened. | guess 
that's when | died." 

CJ didn't know what to say. 

‘lm not lying. You can probably read it in the papers. Murders always get featured in the regional papers. 
Journalists came here to interview the club owners and all that right after it happened and the police was 
here of course. They came to investigate the crime scene. The club was called Entropy back then" 

"When did this occur?" 

"It was the Saturday of Memorial Day week-end. 1992" 


"1992?!" 


"I know. A while ago, huh?" 


CJ looked at Vik That explained his 90's fashion sense. He was not inspired by that era He was from that era 
‘It's been 20 years," CJ said. 

"| know that it is 2012 now." 

How did he know? It wasn't very relevant. CJ had many more questions to ask. 

"You said you're stuck here?" 


"Yes, | guess because | was killed here. Now I'm haunting the place. Maybe it's like that with anyone who is 
murdered but obviously, | am the only who ever got killed here. There is no other ghost." 


"Why would it be like that?" 

Vik passed a hand in his hair. It was frustrating for him not to be able to explain more but he didn't 
understand more himself. Up to know, he had just assumed and guessed about his condition He never had to 
explain it or justify it to someone. 

"| don't know. But it's like that and | don't know what to do about it. You hear stories about people visiting old 
castles and seeing ghosts from many centuries ago.. Now | believe these. | suppose | will still be here in a few 
hundred years. Unless they tear down the building and in that case... | don't know what happens. I'm scared I'll 
be homeless." 

A homeless ghost... It would have been funny if it hadn't been so sad and weird. 

‘I've never seen you here," Vik said to change the subject to something that was less depressing. 

"No, it's the first time | come here. I'm with some friends.. They dragged me here." 

Vik noted the change of expression on CJ's face. He had tensed up a little. 


"That bad? You don't like going to clubs?" 


"I've had a rough time in the last few months. They thought it was time to get me out of my apartment and 


distract me." 
‘Its nice to have friends taking care of you." 
"| suppose so. They mean well. I'm just not sure l'm ready to crawl out of where I've been hiding for a while." 


"| was here with friends too when it happened." 


"m really sorry for what happened to you. It's awful." 
"Yeah, it was bad. Somehow, though, that wasn't the worst" 


CJ wasn't sure he wanted to know more if there was something worse than what Vik had told him so far but 


there was something fascinating about the story. 
"What was worse? Unless you don't want to talk about it. Don't feel you have to... 


"No, it's fine. It's... | haven't spoken with anyone since 20 years. You have no idea.. How good this feels. 


Figuratively of course because | cannot feel anything.” 
CJ smiled. 


"The worst was when | woke up or whatever it is called. The club was closed and empty, it was dark and | was 
here alone. At first | didn't understand. Then people came in, police and the club owners and many other people. 
It was a crime scene, there was a lot of stuff they were checking. | tried to interact with the people but 
nothing was working, nobody could see me or hear me. When | calmed down a bit, | realized | could hear what 
they were saying. They were talking about me. There were journalists doing interviews and asking questions to 
the owners. It was surreal to be here and hear people talk about me and my death. So | started to figure 
things out. | was never really into ghost stories but we all heard about them, right?" 


CJ tried to imagine how bad that must have been but couldn't really fathom it. 


"When all the police stuff stopped, the club reopened and.. My friends.. They came back. That was the worst. 
Seeing my friends coming back here. They were talking about me and saying it was like a pilgrimage and that | 
would have wanted them to keep on having fun and all that stuff.. And | did, but at the same time... It just 
tore me apart. Especially seeing Dan. He was my boyfriend. | had this group of friends, we all knew each other 
very well since grade school or high school. Dan and | had been best friends since we were IO year old and a 
year before, we had started to be more. So seeing him coming back with all of them.. It killed me. No pun 


intended. He was broken and depressed. It was a torture to see him." 
Vik paused and looked away. He flipped his hair to one side and continued. 


"And one day, several months later, Dan showed up with someone. My friends weren't coming to the club 
every week-end, but still, they were coming regularly. And Dan was almost always with them. But for a while 
he didn't show up, two or three times in a row. When he came back, he had a new boyfriend. | heard him talk 
with the others, with our friends. He said it was like a closure thing. Coming here with his new boyfriend, like 
saying goodbye to me for good" 


"I. | don't know what to say." 


"It was awful. | couldn't feel the pain or the ache but | knew that it was what | should have felt. It hurt so 
much more than when | got shot. | can't feel things, but in my head | could still imagine it. | never saw him 
again after that. My friends also stopped coming. | don't know if they were still coming here because of him 
and when Dan decided he was over me.. They all moved on. | think it was better this way. It was not healthy 
for them to come and it was bad for me too. Of course, they didn't know | was here and could see and hear 
them. | know they didn't do it to hurt me. Like for Dan, now its been so long... | know he did what was best for 
him. He had to recover and move on. | hope he found a good guy, that one or another, and that he's happy. 
Dan was great. He deserved someone good. | wish | could have been happy for him at that time but it was too 
hard. Now Dan must be old.. And maybe he has a big beer belly and lost all his hair," Vik added as a joke, to 
try to make it sting a litle less. 


"You story would make a great movie, you know? Sorry, | don't know what else to tell you." 
Vik shrugged. 


"If it were a movie, people would probably find it too much. Too sappy or cliché. Plus there's no happy end. I'm 
still stuck here. Forever. Not the kind of movies people want to see." 


CJ was sitting still and not saying much. Vik felt bad for having unloaded all his story on a total stranger who 
20 minutes ago didn't even know that ghosts were an actual thing. 


"Im sorry | killed the mood. | probably talked too much and overshared” 

CJ shook his head. 

"No. No.. H's me. l.. | told you my friends dragged me here to cheer me up, right?" 
"Yes. So | should not work against the cheer up operation" 


"That's not what | meant. | just wanted to say... | have been down lately, okay, totally depressed is perhaps 


more accurate, because | lost my boyfriend six months ago. Car accident" 
Vik winced. 
"Shit. What happened?" 


"Another car drove straight through a red light. The other driver was drunk. Mark was killed on the spot 
according to the paramedics. The other driver was severely injured and died a few days later at the hospital.” 


Chapter 3 


The following day, CJ was at the city library five minutes after the opening time. He was normally not a 
morning person but considering he hadn't slept at all the night before, after coming back from the club, it 
hadn't been a big effort to go there so early. 


He was supposed to be at the coffee shop at noon but had already told the two baristas who were on duty 
that day that he would most likely be late or maybe not even show up. He was not supposed to help behind 
the counter so it was not too bad. He decided he could always catch up with administrative things the day 
after and in case of emergency, they would call him and he would pass by. 


He would have been useless over there anyway. All his mind was able to focus on for the moment was what 


had happened the night before at the club. He needed answers and he couldn't wait. 


CJ had never set foot in the library but he hoped that newspaper archives were readily available for people to 
consult. It was the case and after paying an annual registration fee, which he doubted he would ever use again, 
he was shown where the press room was and how to search the past years archives with the library 
computer system. CJ started to review the various local and regional papers for the last week of May and 


early June 1992. 


One of the reasons he hadn't been able to sleep the night before was because a little voice in the back of his 
mind was telling him that his encounter with Vik had not really happened and that the depression he had 
plunged into after his boyfriend's accident had finally gotten the best of him and started to affect his sanity 


seriously. 


Yet, if Vik was real, as in a real ghost, he still needed some kind of confirmation about his story. Was it 
possible that all the things the young man had told him were invented? He doubted so but he also badly needed 


a proof. Something real and tangible to make sure he wasn't going crazy and imagining things. 


Fortunately, it didn't take him very long to find what he needed. Several newspapers reported a murder story 
after the bank holiday week-end of that year. The various articles, more or less long depending on the level of 
importance they had given to the incident, were depicting a crime which matched perfectly with what Vik had 
told him. Vik had even given him a few more details about what had happened to him in the bathroom of the 
club. Obviously, nobody else would have known about these details. It also turned out that it had been a double 
murder. The man that Vik had tried to help had been shot as well. Incredibly so, the murderers had not been 
caught. 


CJ ended up spending the whole morning reading through all the articles he could find on the event. The press 
had followed the investigation for a few weeks but as in many similar cases, the longer it took to arrest 
criminals, the less likely it was that they would get caught. About a month after the first mention of the 
accident, the press stopped writing about it or the status of the police investigation The case would remain an 


unsolved mystery murder. There were other news and fresher crimes to report and so the press moved on, 


of course. 


Soon it was noon time. CJ ignored his growling stomach and skipped lunch. He went back to the first articles 
and reread them a few times. The local paper had the most exhaustive ones. In the first article, the journalist 
didn't go too much in details about the other man who had been shot and who, at the time, hadn't been 
identified. Instead, the paper had been focusing on the younger victim, Viktor Christopher Jensen, 22 (born 
September, 20). He was described as a good kid, born and raised in the area. At the time of his death, he was 
enrolled in a community college and studying for a graphic art degree. Vik, as his friends and family used to 
call him, was also playing drums in a local amateur rock band and liked to play beach volley. He worked part 
time at a local bakery shop. He had two younger siblings. The article mentioned several quotes from his friends 


and also from his parents, who had been devastated by the death of their elder child. 


The article showed a picture of Vik behind the counter of the bakery where he worked a few days per week. 
The picture was small but CJ had no problem recognizing the ghost he had met at the club the night before. 
A couple of days later, the same paper had published another article about the double murder. The identity of 
the other man had been revealed. It was a small drug dealer from a different town who seemed to have no 
connection with Vik. This further confused the picture for the investigation. Vik's parents had been interviewed 
and stressed the fact that Vik had nothing to do with the drug dealer and that he had most likely been an 
innocent bystander catching a stray bullet. 


The article was featuring another picture of Vik. It had been supplied by his parents and was showing him 
standing next to a motocross bike before a competition where one of his younger brothers participated the 


year before. 
CJ made prints of the more interesting articles and finally left the library early afternoon. 


He wasn't sure he would mention to Vik he had been digging into all the papers and got print-outs of the 
articles that mentioned him and the crime but perhaps that would be something Vik would be interested to 
read. After all, Vik himself had mentioned to him that he should look it up in press archives, so he would 
probably not be surprised to know that he had actually done. 


On second thought, CJ wondered whether Vik might be ready for all this information and relive the misery he 
had to go through when he first realized he had become a ghost. CJ wasn't an idiot. From the way Vik had 
talked to him about all that, it had hurt him a lot. Perhaps it was best to avoid mentioning anything. Vik could 
ask him if he really wanted to know whether he did check old newspapers and what had been said about him. 


CJ went back to his apartment and crashed on his bed. The lack of sleep of the right before had caught up 
with him. He wanted to go back to the club later that night and go talk to Vik again but he would be in no 


condition to do so without taking a nap. 


He called the coffee shop and checked that everything was under control and didn't require him to come over. 
When he got reassured that he didn't need to show up that day, he put his phone on silent mode and went to 
lie on his bed. 


Jay wanted to talk to him and see how he felt after their night out the day before. It was nice of him to ask 
but CJ didn't want tot talk to him at that moment. He would call him back on Sunday. He probably wouldn't tell 
him about Vik because he could easily guess what Jay would think. 


He didn't know at what time he had fallen asleep but it was dark when he woke up from a very long nap. His 
watch told him it was past IO o'clock. CJ got up and went to his kitchen to prepare a sandwich. He ate it quickly 


and then took a shower and shaved. 


He picked some clothes, pondering what to wear, and then dried his hair. As he did, he realized that it was the 
first time in months that he was actually putting any attention and care in his appearance to go somewhere. 
Sure, he had been showering and dressing with clean clothes to go to work but he couldn't say he really cared 
about it. He certainly didn't care when he was going around running errands or meeting his friends. Even the 
night before, he had not paid particular attention as to what he was wearing or whether his hair looked fine or 
not. 


This time, though, he had someone he was looking forward to seeing again and it was odd but he hoped that 
Vik would be happy to see him too. 


Chapter 4 


It was past midnight when CJ arrived at the club. The night before, they had not planned or agreed when and 
how they would meet but CJ had said he would be coming to the club again. He had no doubt that Vik could 
find him easily. 


Now that he knew that the story was not bogus and that Vik was indeed who and what he claimed he was, CJ 


wanted to know more about the ghost's life. 

After he had arrived, CJ looked around on the ground floor. The club was packed. He went upstairs and leaned 
over the balcony rail to have a better view of the dancing crowd. Vik would stand out in a sea of darkly clad 
dancing bodies. After a few more minutes scanning around, however, he still couldn't see him. Suddenly he 
wondered if he would see him again His throat felt dry and his stomach clenched uncomfortably at that 
thought. What if the night before had been a fluke? A very odd moment of supernatural magic allowing him to 
see and talk to a ghost but only that night? When planets or stars aligned or when it was full moon or when 


something else he had no control on was just right? What if it would not happen again? 


CJ felt a cold draft behind him and a chill ran down his spine. He turned around a little startled and looked back. 


His eyes landed on Vik who was leaning against the wall behind him, smiling. 
"Did you just do that?,” CJ asked. 

Vik's smile grew wider. 

"What do you mean by ‘that?" 

"| felt something cold." 

| was trying something.. And yes, it was me. | passed through you." 

CJ cocked an eyebrow. 

"You did what?" 


"Like with my fingers in your shoulder yesterday but it was your back. You were looking down, so you didn't 


see me coming from behind. | passed through your back." 
"Oh." 
Vik wasn't sure how to read the expression he saw on Cd's face. 


"| won't do it again, sorry.” 


"No, it's.. Okay. | guess?," CJ laughed. 
"You felt it?" 
"| felt something cold, like a draft." 


Vik wasn't sure it was a compliment but he didn't take it bad either. He approached and handed him a bottle of 


beer. 

"Free drink | took it at the bar 

CJ took the bottle, looking surprised 
"Its not spiked. | swear.” 


"Its not that. You can hold a bottle?" 


"I can hold things. Apparently, ghosts can still do that. | can touch objects and things. | cannot pass through 
walls though, just doors, even when they're closed. It's weird. It's just people | cannot touch." 


"Thanks for the drink. You don't drink anything?" 


"No, | tried that at the very beginning. It goes straight through me and drops on the floor. It's messy," Vik 
chuckled. "I don't feel thirst or hunger anyway. | don't have a real body. You see it but.. Its not really ‘here'." 


CJ took a sip from the bottle. 

"It's not like in the movie Beetlejuice?" 

"What?" 

"You saw the movie?" 

"| did but it was long ago." 

"The couple dies and when they realize, they find a manual to tell them what to do once they are dead." 


"Oh, yeah.. So no, it's not like that. You don't get instructions. It sucks. You have to figure it all out by 


yourself." 


"Question." 


"What?" 


"You just carried this beer and | can see you carrying it but if you say other people don't see you, just me, it 


means they just saw a beer bottle move around by itself?" 

Vik smiled CJ was really thinking about his ghost condition. 

"They would have but | know better. | did this at the start. Beginners’ mistake, | guess. Some of the club 
owners or staff saw things move because | wasn't careful. | don't want to scare people off. | know the back 
corridors of the place, that's where | spent most of my time when people are here. | didn't walk around with 
the beer where everyone could see me." 

"You're a ghost and you don't want to scare people?" 

"If | scare people, they won't come here anymore. If nobody comes, the club will close and.. | will be alone. | 
don't want to be alone. Even if | am alone because | cannot interact with people, when the club is full and there 
is music... | feel less alone." 

"You can interact with me," CJ said. 

Vik nodded and grinned. 

"Yes, but that's only since yesterday.” 

An odd thought crossed though CJ's mind. 


Sorry Im late 


What was that about? Why would CJ feel like he should have come to the club earlier so that Vik had 
someone to talk to and feel less alone? Why did he feel like telling him this? 


CJ pushed the thought away and turned around. He looked down over the rail of the balcony like he had been a 


few minutes before when Vik had found him 

"That's why you go downstairs and dance? It makes you feel less alone?" 

Vik joined him and peered down as well 

"Yes. The music in the club is not anymore the style of music | would listen to when | was still alive but | don't 
care. 40s music is old music now. The DJs play it sometimes when they do a 90s Night," he chuckled. *! know 


club music has changed a lot. I've seen quite a lot of styles becoming trendy and then disappearing.” 


Vik looked at himself and pulled lightly at the fabric of his purple shirt. 


"| don't look very fashionable now, that's for sure. Thankfully no one sees me. Except you. Sorry for that. But 


you know, it was trendy when | was going out in 1992" 


CJ turned his head and hope his laughter covered up the fact he was eyeing up the blond. Vik wasn't dressed 
like people would dress nowadays when going out. That much was true. It didn't mean that CJ didn't find him 
attractive with his long blond hair, his bright purple button down shirt which he wore half unbuttoned and 
with sleeves rolled up uncovering his forearms. His look was complete with a pair of black jeans so tight they 
looked painted on and leopard print cowboy boots that had seen better days but had probably been comfy to 


wear for a night out. 

Vik caught his gaze on him but didn't seem to know what to make of it. 

"So you're stuck with wearing these clothes?," CJ asked. 

"Yes, | can take them off and | can put others on, but it would be dangerous. Like with the beer bottle. | think 
what people would see would be a shirt and a pair of pants move by themselves since they cannot see me 
wearing them. My own clothes seem to be invisible to others, like they're part of me being a ghost, so they're 
the safe option" 

“All of this must be so bizarre." 

"You say bizarre but | know you're just being polite. You can say it, you know. It sucks. Big time. When | really 
feel bad, | try to think it could be worse. If | had been killed in a Wal-Mart or a fast food place.. That would be 
worse. Haunting a Wal-Mart or a McDonalds for eternity. That'd be depressing.’ 

At least the guy hadn't lost his sense of humor, CJ noted. 

Vik turned around and leaned back with his elbows against the balcony rail but kept his eyes on Cv. 

"You should check the club's agenda online. They have live music too. Bands come and play here on Wednesdays. 
Not every week but usually a couple of times per month. It's mainly local bands but at least it's more rock. 
More my type of music." 

CJ recalled what he had read about Vik playing drums in a band. 

"Ill do that. Thanks for mentioning it." 

CJ had replied but then he was looking confused for a few seconds. 


"Hey, wait, you said | can check online," he told Vik 


"Yes, so?" 


"So, you're from 1992, there was no internet back then." 
Vik laughed. 


"True, but | have nothing else to do here than watch what happens so... When internet became a thing.. | knew 
about it. | go to the club manager's office and watch her do all these things to update the club website and do 
promotion for the concerts and parties and their special nights. I'm not totally sure how it works but it doesn't 
look too complicated. | understand what internet does and how people use it, at least in general. | know you now 


have phones that do everything. | see people use them." 
Vik looked over CJ's shoulder and saw two girls coming their way. 


"There are people coming over here. You don't want to be caught talking to yourself," he told him before he 


started to walk away. 

CJ didn't immediately understand why Vik was telling him that. 

"Wait." 

Vik turned around and put his finger on his mouth to remind him to stop talking, 
"I be downstairs. Come dance with me" 

Vik winked at him and continued towards the staircase at the end of the balcony. 


CJ didn't stay upstairs very long. He nicely declined hanging around with the two girls who had approached him 
and asked him what a cute guy like him was doing all by himself up there. 


When he was back on the lower level dancefloor, he started searching for Vik, just like when he had arrived. If 
that became a habit, him coming to the club to hang around with Vik, they would need to arrange for a way 


to know how to meet each other. Maybe a spot where they would rendez-vous when CJ would arrive. 


Like earlier, Vik was the one who found him. The blond had made his way through the dancing crowd and joined 
CJ. There was a couple dancing close to him and Vik had somehow managed to position himself between the 
couple and CJ so that if they made eye contact, it would look as if CJ was checking out the other people 


dancing. 


The music was too loud for talking. CJ didn't mind dancing but he was usually not the first guy on the 
dancefloor. For now, though, dancing was the perfect way to study and look at Vik without giving the 
impression he was gawking at him. CJ hadn't felt any need to look at any other guy since his boyfriend's 
accident and death. He had figured he had been too depressed for any of that but now that he was dancing in 
front of Vik, it was hard not to check him out. 


CJ's mind was going to places it hadn't for months. Why did it happen now? Why did it seem easy or at least 
why did he seem to allow himself to think about Vik this way? Was it because he was a ghost and it was 
safe? He wasn't a real person. Nothing would ever happen so it wasn't like he was really going after someone 
else anyway, was it? 


What Vik had told him the night before had stuck in his mind. It had been so hard for him to see his boyfriend 
with someone else. Would it be the same for Mark? Would mark be sad or upset if he moved on? Rationally, 
he thought that no, Mark would want him to be happy. He was the one not wanting to be happy. Like happiness 
wasn't something he was entitled to anymore. Jay and his friends had told him many times it made no sense. 
He was not in the car when Mark was driving home and got into the accident. It was not his fault and there 


was nothing he could have done to prevent the crash, even if he had been in the car. 

Vik was used to dance with his eyes closed and let the music overtake him. It was disturbing for him to be 
among people and watch them see right through him, so not looking at them either was the best option. 
Dancing with CJ was different though. The man could see and talk to him, he was friendly and now Vik couldn't 
avoid to see how CJ was looking at him. He tried not to read too much into it but he couldn't help it either. He 
liked the way CJ's eyes roamed over his body. 


It was 3 am when CJ started to yawn and feel tired. Both men were seating on a bench alongside the wall, 


people-watching at the back of the ground floor area, 

"You should go back home and get some sleep," Vik said 

CJ passed a hand in his hair and nodded 

"| didn't sleep much last night. You don't sleep, do you?" 

Vik shook his head for no. 

"| should go home, yes," CJ said reluctantly. "But | will come back next week-end," he added right away. 
The ghost couldn't help the smile that crept across his face. He didn’t feel he had any right to ask CJ to come 
back but it was a huge relief to think that the man would be back and he could talk and have some more 
contact with the world again 

"| dontt have to tell you HI be here, huh?," he joked 

"You'll find me?" 


‘| will, dont worry." 


"Can we meet here?" CJ asked. 


He looked around. This was a dark corner with a large pillar and a couple of wood benches lined up against the 


wall 
"Behind the pillar and..." Vik checked their surroundings, "Next to the fire extinguisher?" 
CJ hadn't noticed that but indeed, there was one hanging there on the wall 

"Yes. That'll be our spot 


CJ hadn't chosen his words carefully or with special meaning but they made Vik smile even more. Our spot 


sounded rice to the ghost. 


"Okay," Vik said with a chuckle. "Ill see you here next Friday," he added out loud, talking to himself, just to make 


sure it was real and it would be happening. 


Chapter 5 


CJ had showed up at the club the following Friday and the day after, the Saturday, as well, and he had done 


the same the week after that. And soon it had become his new routine for the weekend. 


Jay had been in touch with him a few times since their night at the club. He had tried to get him to do things 
during weekends with him and their friends but CJ would turn him down. How could he explain he was suddenly 
going to that same club by himself each and every weekend? He trusted Jay who was an old friend but he still 
didn't feel like telling him he had started a friendship with a ghost. That wouldn't go down well. Jay and his 
friends were already overly cautious and worried about him. Mentioning that he had met a ghost would just 
earn him an intervention or whatever it was called when your friends all get together to tell you that you 
need to go and speak to a professional because you believe you're seeing and talking to ghost, not to mention 
dancing with them. 


Eventually, CJ had managed to reassure Jay he was fine, even if he avoided going out on weekends and instead 
he had arranged for going out for drinks with him on Thursdays. It was nice and it was the start of a return 
to socializing and being out and Jay was happy to see his friend again more regularly and outside of his 


apartment or the coffee shop. 


The times CJ was spending with Vik, however, were probably the moments during which he genuinely felt 
better and totally himself. Each time they were meeting at the club, there was more talking and dancing and 
there were also moments when they would just sit or stand together and watch the other people enjoy 
themselves. There hadn't been any request on Vik's side for CJ to come back to the club so regularly but the 


ghost was obviously craving the connection and the company. And to some extent, CJ was as well. 


CJ had a full time job managing a small coffee shop that was owned by his father and uncle. The place would 
close at 8 pm during the week and 1 pm during weekends. He would rarely do the opening but would usually 
arrive at 10 am to take care of administrative matters, pay bills and place orders. Sometimes later in the day 
he would give a hand and help behind the counter and serve drinks when the bulk of the customers would 
usually come in, as from 4 o'clock That left him with all the time he wanted to go out at night and even stay 


up late since he never started early and lived quite close to the place. 


He liked his job and the coffee shop. His family trusted him and didn't mingle in the way he was handling the 
place. He was good at running the business and the place was profitable. It was cozy and laid back and he had 
many regular customers. Yet, for the first time since many months, Cd caught himself more than once waiting 
for the week to pass. Friday evenings couldn't come fast enough. During the week, he clearly was waiting for 


the weekend and being able to go out and meet up with Vik. 


It hadn't been very obvious at first, or if it had, CJ had blamed it on the oddity of the situation. He had a 
ghost friend. This was strange enough to make him want to see and speak with the man. CJ didn't immediately 
admit to himself that he wanted to meet Vik every week for other reasons than curiosity. And when he did, 
he told himself that it was because Vik had become his friend. A very close friend. CJ had other friends, like 


Jay, people he knew since much longer, some dating back to his high school years, but none who had lived a 
tragedy similar to his. Vik's story was so close to what he had gone through that it made things easier. Even 
when they were in a good mood and happy and dancing, the lingering sadness and melancholy he couldn't totally 
get rid of didn't seem to bother Vik. Probably because he felt the same way as CJ did. Vik was like the other 
side of the story. Talking to him was like talking to his dead boyfriend. 


The comparison stopped there though. Vik was young and didn't look at all like Mark. CJ would have never 
thought this was the kind of guy he would go for if he ever recovered from losing Mark. He realized that he 
had much more than just friendly feelings for the ghost when he woke up one night after a very vivid dream. 
He had a hard time recalling what the dream was about exactly but not who it had been about. 

From then onwards dreaming of Vik had become another routine in-between his weekend outings. 

On a given Saturday late in the night, as CJ was saying goodbye and getting ready to leave the club, his eyes 
fell on the calendar of events announced at the club for the month. They were in September. Saturday 
September, IT - or rather I8 very early in the morning. CJ remembered it would be Vik's birthday a few days 
later. 

Vik was about to walk through the back door and disappear from Cd's sight. 

"Wait, Vik" 

"What?" 

"I just noticed. It's your birthday soon" 


Vik frowned. He didn't have a very accurate track of days in his head. He knew which year they were in and 
what season it was but he usually didn't keep track precisely of the day of the month they were. 


"What day are we?" 


CJ put his hand right next to the calendar to direct Vik's attention to it and then he pointed at the I8 and then 
the 20. 


"How do you know when's my birthday?," Vik asked. 


He was a little confused. They had spent many weekends now meeting and chatting about many things but he 
couldn't remember they ever talked about his birthday. He didn't know when CJ's birthday was. 


CJ looked around, making sure nobody would see him talk to himself, because he knew that was what it would 


look like for the other people around who couldn't see Vik He had gotten used to this by now. 


"| read it. It was in one of the articles about.. You. About what happened at the club when you were shot." 


Vik's eyes widened a bit and then he seemed to guess the rest. Of course, CJ had looked up the story and 


searched for information. 
"You didn't believe me, did you?" 
Vik didn't seem upset but his words had a strange ring to CJ's ears. 


Its not that. | went to the public library to check the papers from 1992, like you had said. l.. It was such an 
incredible story and | couldn't sleep that night, after we met. | thought | was going crazy and hallucinating." 


Vik smiled a bit. 

| don't blame you. I'm sorry if | sounded mad. I'm not. | get it" 

‘| did copies of the articles | read, the most interesting ones. | thought maybe... You'd want to...” 

"No." Vik shook his head. "No, | don't think | could read about that. | don't really want to know what they said" 
"It was all good things. | mean, not about the event obviously but about you." 

"CJ, please. | can't hear about it" 

"Alright. I'm sorry. | didn't mean to upset you. But its still your birthday in two days, on Tuesday." 

"If | were alive, I'd be old. It's strange to think about that” 


"We can celebrate your birthday without mentioning your age. ls there any event or concert on Tuesday?," CJ 


said as he looked at the calendar again. 


"Never on Tuesdays. There's a concert on Wednesday. If you want to come and see it. | don't recall the band 


name. Probably their first time here." 
"Can | come on the real day? You'll be here. | know it's not open but will there be anyone here?" 
Vik leaned against a pillar, facing CJ. 


“Tuesday is a slow day. Not many people here. The owner, she usually comes on Mondays only, outside of the 
opening days." 


"Okay, then that's good. Can you let me in?" 


Vik was spending his time watching what the club employees and owner was doing. He knew all the codes to 


turn off the alarm system and unlock the doors, front and back. He thought for a second and then nodded. 


"I never thought about that but.. Yes, | guess. | can unlock from inside and then you can come in. You could 
use the backdoor they use for deliveries. Come later in the evening, to make sure nobody is here. If there is 
still someone here, | won't unlock the door, okay? | don't want that you get in trouble so if you can't open the 


door, you know it means something is not ok" 


"Works for me. I'll come around 10. | finish at the coffee shop at 8 That will leave me time to close with 
whoever is on duty that day and then swing by my place before coming here. See you on Tuesday. 


CJ left and Vick disappeared from the club main room and retreated to his hiding place in the storage areas 
that were not accessible to the public. 


CJ remembered his birthday and wanted to come over that evening. It was stupid to read too much into that 
but Vik couldn't help it. It sounded like a date. There was nothing wrong thinking about it that way, right? For a 
few days, he could fantasize about that and pretend he was real and alive and he was just a regular 22 year- 


old guy who got a date for his birthday. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the delay in posting / updating. | blame Ficmas writing! lol 


CJ and Vik's plans for Tuesday had worked out fine. There had been someone who had come to the club in the 
morning to fix some lights in the toilets but after that, as expected, it had been quiet and no one else had 


shown up. 


It was just a few minutes after 10 when Vik saw the back door he had unlocked open. CJ peeked inside. The 
lights were on and Vik was sitting on a small table surrounded by a lot of clutter. 


"You can come in, all clear," Vik said when he saw CJ looking unsure. 
"| guessed so since you unlocked. | was just making sure." 


Vik jumped off the table and held the door open for CJ to come in. He was carrying a big plastic bag and was 
also wearing a backpack. Vik wondered what all this was. 


"Did you have a good day?" 


"Yes, all good. Weekdays usually are more quiet, except Thursdays and Fridays. We have a music school close- 
by and they have late classes on Thursdays so we get students passing by late afternoons or early evenings 
those days, and then Friday is almost week ends, people go out more for coffee and stuff." 


"I had an idea for tonight,” Vik said as he gestured for Vik to follow him. 


CJ had never been in this part of the club since it was obviously not accessible to the public. It was a long and 
narrow corridor with a series of delivery and storage rooms left and right. At the end, there was a larger 


door painted neon yellow. It led into the main venue via an antechamber that was right behind the main bar. 
"What idea are you talking about?" 

Vik stopped when they had walked around the bar and were standing alone on the groundfloor of the main club 
room. CJ was looking around and up. It was strange to see the place completely empty and quiet. Some lights 


were on but it was still fairly dimly lit. 


"It feels a bit odd to sit and chat here," Vik said. "I thought about a place that's more comfy. There is a flat 
on the last floor, above the club. Its empty. We can go there, if you want." 


"A flat?" 

"The previous owners used it to sleep up there once in a while. The new owners don't but its still furnished. 
Its nothing fancy but it has a bed and a couch and a mini kitchen and bathroom. Might be cozier that sitting 
on the bar stools down here." 


"Why wouldn't the owners rent it out if they don't use it themselves? Make some money out of it” 


"A small flat on top of a club? Even with great isolation, | think it wouldn't be easy to sleep there at night and 


there is no external access. Whoever rents it would need to go through the club to get home. Not ideal." 
Vik gestured for CJ to follow him. 

"The previous owner was living quite far from here so if he would stay till the club closed, he would sleep 
here. | remember hearing him talking about that once to someone. The new owners are from this area A 
sister and her brother own the place since five years or so." 

"You'd have a great career as spy, you know?" 

"Yes, sure," Vik laughed. "If the CIA hires ghosts now, let me know, I'll send my cv." 

The two men walked across the groundfloor and up the stairs to the first level. 

"IIl open it from the inside," he indicated while pointing at a door marked ‘staff only'." 

"The door is open?" 


"No, but | can open that one too for you, from the other side, like downstairs." 


Being able to pass through doors was definitely a great advantage, and one CJ was not yet thinking about 


automatically 
"Oh, yeah, sure” 

Vik was about to walk through the door when he turned around and looked at CJ. 
"What's all this you're carrying with you" 

"You'll see when we get upstairs.” 


Vik flashed him a smile. Did CJ bring things with him for the evening? It was his birthday but CJ had not even 
mentioned it since he had arrived. Still.. Vik was curious and hoped his friend had brought something that was 


birthday-related. 


CJ only had to wait a few seconds till the door opened from the other side. He chuckled by himself and then 
walked into the staff only area. It made him feel adventurous to go upstairs and sneak into a closed space that 
was not supposed to be accessible to anyone. He should have been too old to find it fun to have a go at 
breaking and entering but apparently, he wasn't. Of course, he and Vik were not planning to destroy or steal 
anything. It was all innocent fun and nothing to be worried about, right? At last as long as nobody would know 
they were there. 


"You sure nobody will find us here?" 

"Sure. The new owners haven't been up there since they took over. Maybe they have lost the keys." 

CJ closed the door behind him and Vik flicked the light switch on in the staircase. 

They climbed the few flights of stairs leading up and arrived on the small landing of the top floor. Vik went in 
the same way - passing through the door and opening it from inside for his friend Once he stepped inside the 
studio, CJ noticed that the place indeed looked like somewhere nobody was ever going. It wasn't dirty but there 
was dust on the furniture and it smelled a bit stuffy. There were two windows and he went straight across 
the room to open one of them and get fresh air inside the room. 

"Is it hot in here?," Vik asked. 

"It smells funny." 

‘Oh... Sorry. | can't smell." 

"Not bad, just.. Dusty," CJ replied. 

The windows were overlooking the back street behind the club and were leading to the emergency staircase 
outside. A few floors down, there was the back door for deliveries which he had just used to get inside the 
club. 

Vik looked around. It had been a few months since he himself had been checking this part of the building. 


"Now that | look at it more closely, it's a bit crappy actually, sorry." 


Its not dirty, just old," CJ said as he turned on the light that was on the desk. "Looks like the previous owners 
got old stuff to furnish the place." 


"Yes, | guess for them it was just meant to be a practical space for sleeping and getting a morning coffee 
before heading back home." 


CJ took off his backpack and jacket and put them on the chair by the desk. He put the big bag he was also 


carrying on the floor and started to get things out of it. 

Vik was too curious now. He approached and looked at what CJ was doing. 

| brought you things," CJ said before Vik had time to ask. "It's your birthday. | know you say you sometimes 
read some of the magazines the owners keep in their office but maybe you want some stuff just for you so | 
got you a few music magazines. Maybe not many bands you know but you might enjoy it anyway." 

Vik's eyes widened at the mere idea that CJ had brought him a gift. He thought this would be just an evening 
where they would get together for his birthday but making it a real birthday with gifts was much better of 
course. 

"Oh, wow! Thanks so much," Vik said as he took the three magazines and looked at their covers. 

They were this month's edition. 


"If you like them, | can bring you some more in the future.” 


CJ had also placed two boxes on the desk Vik could see that one had the logo of a bakery. He knew the name 


because it was already in business at his time. The other box was smaller and had a bow on the lid. 
"Now, that's your gift," CJ said as he pushed the box with the bow in his direction 
"I thought the magazines were my gift." 


"Yes, also. But the magazines were kinda.. Let's say | had another idea for a gift which | hope you will enjoy 


more.” 
"Whatever it is... lIl.. Like it a lot," Vik said with a big smile. 


What CJ must have gotten him probably wasn't much but to him, it was everything. Vik was a little lost for 
words and kept on staring at the box, not daring to open it. 


"Go on, check it out," CJ told him. 


Vik finally opened the box. Inside, there was a mini music player with a charging cable and earbuds. The ghost 
picked it up and looked at it in awe. He knew what it was. He had seen people wear those. CJ had bought himself 
a newer model with a bigger storage capacity a few months ago but this one still worked. He had kept it as 


back-up but when his eyes had landed on it sitting unused on one of his bookshelves, he had thought that Vik 
would probably enjoy it. 


‘It's... One of those music devices, isn't it?" 


"Yes. | put music on already. 40's music." 

By now, CJ was quite familiar with the bands Vik liked They had spent many evenings talking about that. 
"Oh, CJ.. It's so frigging awesome!" 

Vik was beaming and looked at the device closely. 

‘It's full. Several hundreds of songs. I'll show you how to turn it on, it's easy." 

"You shouldn't have. It's expensive, these things, right?" 

"No, it's.. It's okay, Vik. Enjoy it, alright?" 

Vik glanced at CJ and nodded. 

"Of course, | will" 


CJ smiled at him and took the other box. He went to the couch and sat on it. He put the box on the small 
coffee table that was in front of it. 


"Last but not least.. | know you cannot eat but | thought I'd bring a small thing anyway, mainly because | 
needed something to put the candle on, so it looks like a real birthday celebration," he said while he opened the 
cardboard box. 

Vik left the player on the desk and went to sit next to CJ on the couch. He looked at the small cupcake with 
white frosting that CJ had taken out of the box. He also took out a single candle which he had put in the box 
before leaving his place and then reached out in his jeans pocket to get a lighter. 

"You can try to blow it but if it doesn't work, | will help you out," he said. 

Vik's gaze moved back and forth between the small cupcake and CJ. 

"IFs... So cool," Vik finally let out. "| haven't had a birthday celebration since so long.” 


"| figured. | wanted to make it a nice one." 


CJ's eyes locked with Vik's for a long moment. The two men watched each other in total silence. Finally, CJ 


snapped out of the moment and forced his gaze away. 
He put the candle on top of the cake and approached the lighter. 


"Ready?" 


He lit the candle and picked up the cupcake, lifting it to Vik's level. 


The ghost leaned forward and brought his hand up to hold his hair back so they wouldn't touch the flame. It 
wasn't necessary but he did it out of habit. 


He blew on the candle. As expected, the flame didn't flicker. He glanced up at CJ who moved closer and took his 
turn blowing on the candle. He knew that Vik had seen him doing it but he didn't seem to mind. 


"Thanks," Vik said. "Thanks for this and everything. The gifts and.. Being here." 
"You're welcome. Thanks for listening to me and.. Getting me out of my funk these last few weeks," CJ replied. 
CJ put the cupcake back in front of them on the table and continued to stare into the large brown eyes locked 


on his. Vik's eyes definitely had something special. The man was dead but his eyes were so alive, inviting, dark 


and warm. 


"What?" 

Vik made a move to lean back but before he did so, CJ reached out to touch his shoulder and try to keep him 
closer. Of course, as he did, his hand went right through Vik's shoulder, which for a brief instant CJ had 
forgotten was made of thin air. 

"Fuck," CJ huffed. 

Vik turned his head to the left to see what CJ was cursing about and realized he had tried to touch him. 

‘It's okay," Vik said before he sat back against the back cushion of the couch. 

"No, it's not okay. Vik, | need to tell you something." 

The expression on CJ's face was serious. 

"I'm listening." 


CJ sighed and scooted closer to Vik He didn't even notice that his knee pushed through Vik's non-existent thigh. 


Vik's heart had ceased to beat a long time ago but at that moment, he would have sworn he could hear it loud 


and clear, threatening to beat out of his chest. 


CJ hadn't finished what he wanted to say but Vik had an idea what it was and he wanted to put him out of his 


misery. 
"| know," Vik said. 
CJ frowned. 

"You know what?" 


Vik tilted his head a notch. His long blond hair followed the head movement and brushed over his shoulder. CJ 
couldn't avoid wondering what it would feel like to pass a hand through it. 


"I think about you all the time too. | feel, well, | can't feel anything anymore, you know that, but... | know what 
that feeling is in my mind, and what | think. I'm falling for you." 


CJ averted his gaze and for a brief moment, Vik thought he had misread him completely. 
‘lm sorry, l." 


CJ lifted his hand to tell him not to talk. 


"Don't be sorry. | feel the same. You're so.. Fuck, | wish | could touch you. | mean, just.. You know, just put my 


hand on your shoulder or.. Run it through your hair." 


"| wished | could kiss you," Vik said. 


Chapter 1 


CJ moved back from Vik and lay on the couch. He let out another long frustrated sigh. Vik didn't think twice 
and moved over him. It was unexpected and bold and it made CJ smile. The blond was thin. He would probably 
not weight much if he could feel him. His hair fell on both sides of his head as he lowered himself a little to 


bring his face closer to CJ. It would have probably tickled his arms if it were real. 


Vik hadn't really thought this through but it was too late now that he was hovering on top of CJ. His friend 


was smiling, though, so he hoped he didn't mind the sudden invasion of his space. 


CJ looked at him and tried to find a reason to tell him to move away. It didn't take him long to realize it would 
not happen. Instead, he lifted one hand and tried to touch Vik's cheek bone. 


‘lm sure you're a good kisser," CJ said. 

‘I'm out of practice." 

| don't care. It's not like | have been dating much in the last 1 months." 

"Sure, but | haven't been getting any action since more than 20 years," Vik replied with a chuckle. 

"We'd take it slow." 

| wouldn't want to do slow, CJ. Damn.. | would be all over you if | could" 

CJ stared at the pretty blond and started to laugh, not mocking him, but rather to dissipate a bit the tension 
"Fuck, this is torture." 

"It still makes you laugh." 

"Its so.. Unbelievable. There's nothing else to do. Cry or laugh." 

Vik shifted position and sat up, still straddling CJ's legs. 

"| prefer if you laugh," Vik said. 

The ghost's hands grazed over CJ's stomach and lower. His ghostly caresses didn't touch leave any sensation 
on CJ's body but it was nice to pretend for a little bit. CJ watched Vik's hands move further down his body 


and reach his hips and then his crotch. Vik bit his bottom lip when he noticed the bulge between Cd's legs. He 


couldn't feel it but he didn't need to. The visual was more than enough to tell him CJ was turned on. 


CJ opened his mouth and let out a breathy sigh. He couldn't feel Vik's fingers so why was this so arousing? 
"So that would have been another birthday present for me?" 


CJ took a few seconds to register what Vik was referring to. The blond saw his confusion and gave him a hint 


as he glanced down at the outline of his swollen cock and then back at CJ's face. 

"Damn, Vik.. If you would have wanted it, yes..." 

Vik leaned forward a little more and pushed his hair back with one hand. He passed his hand again over the 
stretched denim. CJ shifted his hips a little and let out a moan. He might have been deprived of sensations 
from Vik's touch but the visual and his imagination were apparently nicely compensating for it. 


"You felt something?,” Vik asked when he heard the little noise escape from Cd's mouth. 


"No, but.. You're so hot like this and.. I've been dreaming about that way too often I've been waking up with 


glorious boners on a regular basis in the last two weeks," he confessed. 

Vik's dark brown eyes were gleaming with mischief now. 

"What do you normally do when it happens?" 

"What do you think | do when | wake up in the middle of the right with a raging hard-on?," CJ answered. 
Vik laughed softly. He couldn't blush but he would have if he was still alive. 
"Do it. | want to watch you." 

CJ passed a hand in his hair and looked up at Vik, uncertain. 

"What do you mean?" 

"If you don't want to, it's fine but.. I'd love to see you come, because of me." 
"You want to watch me jerk off?" 

Vik nodded. 

"Is that weird?" 

"No, it's hot.. Well, ok, probably its weird, but its hot too." 


Vik leaned down and brought his face right against CJ to kiss him. CJ parted his lips, pretending he could feel 


the other man's mouth on him. 


The ghost sat back up and watched CJ take off his t-shirt and undo the button of his jeans and then lower his 
zipper. He pushed his jeans and underwear down his thighs. His hard cock sprung free, slapping against his lower 
abdomen. The leaking tip left a small clear spot on the fine line of dark brown hair of his happy trail. 


Vik's eyes widened at the sight because, yeah, it had been that long since he'd seen someone else's cock hard 
and ready to go for him. 


"You're so handsome, with a very nice cock,” he said without noticing he was talking out loud and not just 


thinking it. 


CJ's gaze was on Vik's hands. They were grazing his exposed thighs, caressing his hips up and going back down 
to the sides of his upper legs. Again, there were no physical sensations from the ghosts contact. CJ wanted so 
much to feel his hands on him.. He tried to imagine, how good they'd feel, soft and warm... Going for what they 


wanted to touch and rub and squeeze.. 
"Not sure how long I'm gonna last," CJ huffed while he tugged on his shaft a couple of times. 


"Doesn't matter, you look very appetizing like this," Vik said. "If | could, I'd be joining you but a boner is not 


something that happens to me anymore." 


It only took a few minutes for CJ to come undone under the blond's warm gaze, moaning Vik's name. Under any 
other circumstances, he would have probably felt bad for the brevity of the act but this was so different 
than anything else he had ever done with another guy. 


CJ lay on the lumpy old couch for a while. His eyes were closed but he could feel Vik's gaze on him. He wasn't 


sure he was ready to look back at him. 

That moment right after sex, when you're still high after your climax and seeing your partner get lost in you 
and for you, when you're drunk on their scent and your body is hypersensitive to their touch.. Its beautifully 
intimate and when it's the first time, it can also be intimidating. So when you're with someone that you cannot 


touch or smell and you're with him but not actually with him, what is it supposed to feel like after? 


Vik and him had shared a moment but the sensual and physical aspect of it had only gone one way. Did it make 
it less meaningful? 


"Here you go," Vik said. 
His voice was low, as if not to break the spell. 


CJ finally opened his eyes. Vik was no longer straddling him or on the couch. He was standing by the couch, 
holding a towel. 


"It looks clean, | found it in one of the drawers of the kitchen area" 

"Oh, ok. Thanks." 

CJ took it and cleaned himself. He sat up and pulled his pants up, zipped up. Vik sat next to him. 
"It doesn't have to be awkward" Vik said. 


CJ cocked an eyebrow and put the towel on the table in front of them, next to untouched cupcake. Vik's 


comment made him chuckle. 


"| liked it," Vik continued. "It's probably strange to say but.. | felt alive watching you. | loved the way you looked 
at me when you came and tried to be quiet. And how you calmed down and caught your breath. | tried to 
imagine how it would be if | were really.. Feeling any of this with you. The memories of being with someone like 


that are old but they're still there in my mind." 


CJ leaned back on the sofa. Vik's words had had the desired relaxing effect but only to a certain extent. There 


was something else hanging in the air. 


"I didn't think | would be able to function normally again. After Mark died, | felt so lost. It happens to other 
people and everyone tells you that they recover eventually. They live again. They speak of experience of having 
met others who went through it. They tell you it will be the same for you but.. You don't see it happening. 
You know? You think it's not possible. You feel it will be different for you. | really never thought that | would 
be able to flirt with someone or be attracted to them and want them. And now.. Of all the people it could have 
happened with..." 


Vik looked away. He hadn't seen that one coming. He was thinking that CJ was maybe self-conscious about what 
he had just done. Perhaps he would have regretted it - the act, not the feelings or the person - him - he did 
it with. 

The ghost stood up. 

"I'm sorry you feel this way." 

CJ saw the sadness on Vik's face. He hadn't meant to hurt him but his words had come across the wrong way. 
"Vik, | didn't mean it that way. Sit down" 


"What did you mean?" 


"| don't regret we met or what | just did. | regret you're what you are because | would want to start 


something with you, for real." 


"But I'm not real." 

"You're real. | know you are, but you are not a person” 

Vik shrugged and turned away. He walked to the window that was still open. He tried to lean outside but the 
invisible and incomprehensible barrier that was confining him to the building prevented him from doing so. He 
couldn't escape and he couldn't feel the cool air of the night on his face or have the opportunity to jump and 


end his miserable after-life. 


"Is getting late. You should go. Not that anyone will come up here but | guess you want to be home. You have 


to go to work tomorrow, right?" 


Vik closed the window, not to leave any evidence that someone had gone upstairs in the attic loft above the 


club. 

Its very late and l'm tired but | don't want to leave if you're upset.” 

"l'm not upset. l'm.. Yeah, alright. l'm upset." 

Vik finally turned around to look at CJ. 

"I'm not upset at you. | just hate this," he gestured with his hands and his own body. "| hate to be what | am. | 
should be dead, gone, disappeared into oblivion. Why am | still here? Why? What did | do? | was not a bad 
person. Why has this happened to me? l.. | just want to live. Or to die. But not this! This is.. Hell. I's hell like 
you cannot imagine. And now, you... I'm sorry. | shouldn't have asked you anything. You should stop coming. Don't 
come to the club anymore. It's only.. Making me want to die again, for good." 


CJ was too shocked to say anything right away. 


A few seconds later, it was as if Viks outburst had not even happened, except for the fact that he turned 


away from him again. His voice was back to normal, almost. 


"| will unlock the door of the back exit on the lower floor, the one you used to come in. You can use it to leave. 


lIl lock it later." 
"Vik, wait.” 
"Go back home, CJ. I'm sorry for putting you through all this. Please don't come to the club anymore." 


Vik glanced one last time over his shoulder and went right through the door. 


Chapter 8 


CJ stayed in the empty attic room for a while after Vik had left. He wasn't sure why. Probably becouse he 
hoped that Vik would come back and talk to him. Or maybe he was too crushed and stunned by what had just 


happened to move and needed a moment. 


Eventually, he left and went back home. He had rarely felt so bad after getting off but of course, he had 
never tried to hook up with a ghost before. He should have known there would be a frustrating sense of 
unfinished business if they ever tried anything. He knew he couldn't touch or kiss him but he hadn't thought 
that it would feel that bad and that it would lead Vik to have an existential crisis. CJ cursed himself while he 
was replaying the second part of their evening in his head. He should have said things differently. He had 
wanted to tell Vik he had made him feel better than he ever thought possible after the loss of his beloved 
Mark but it had all gone wrong and backfired. 


Neither of them had realized was that while Vik had had a good time as well, the unexpected friendship turning 
into something more - something that would never really be anything possible between them - had just 
intensified all of Vik's frustrations from twenty years or so of solitude and constant questioning about his 


condition - dead but not gone. 


As years went by, resignation had settled in. Vik still had bad days or periods but mostly he was not thinking 
about being a ghost and being stuck in the club. Just like when you're living, you're usually not reflecting about 
your living condition. You're too busy actually living. Vik was never too busy but he was trying to keep vaguely 
occupied by watching what people around him where doing at the club. Often he would fantasize that he was in 
a movie or a tv show and he was the main character and all the others around him were only pretending not 


to see or hear him. 


Connecting with CJ for real, being able to be seen and heard by a living human person had been a curse and a 
blessing. And when he realized that they both felt something more than friendship.. Even if that was a mere 
infatuation leading to nothing, not being able to fully enjoy it had been too much to process. 


CJ had spent a pretty bad night after he was back from Vik's birthday celebration He went through the 
motions and walked like a zombie into the coffee shop and out for the rest of the week He even cancelled his 


usual night out with Jay on Wednesday evening. 


When Friday night arrived. CJ was at his apartment. It was Il o'clock at night, the hour he would usually finish 
to get ready and head for the club to go and meet Vik. That week, he had debated several times whether he 
should go or not. The ghost had been pretty clear about him not showing up anymore. CJ understood why, or 
at least he thought he did, but only to a certain extent. Vik had been angry and sad, and maybe hurt, 
unintentionally. If this had been a real relationship, by now, they would have spoken or texted each other. They 
would have cleared things up and moved on. CJ couldn't let things end this way, for his and Vik's sake. 


He walked into his bedroom and put on his boots. He would go to the club and find Vik and convince him they 


had to talk. 
That was the plan. 


Of course, once he was at the club, Vik was nowhere to be found. How easy or hard would it be for a ghost to 


stay hidden if he didn't want to be seen? 


During their many previous nights together, CJ and him had spoken about some of the things Vik could or 
couldn't do as a ghost. Vik didn't eat, drink or sleep. He didn't fee/ things like whether a room or something was 
cold or warm. Apparently, from what he had said a few nights before, however, it was clear that he could still 
feel emotions. Vik was technically invisible to everyone, except him. He couldn't see through walls or doors but 
he could pass through doors. Vik had come to the conclusion that he could pass through doors because doors 
were supposed to be passageways while walls were not. It was as good an explanation as any for CJ who had 
not found any good reason to dispute that theory. He could see and hear Vik and nobody else could. That was 
much more puzzling and even after debating about that a few times, both men had still no idea why it was so 


since CJ had never previously experienced or witnessed paranormal activities. 


CJ went a few times on the upper floor of the club, towards the back where the door leading to the staircase 
and attic loft was located. I+ was locked, obviously. CJ thought that Vik was probably hiding there, or anywhere 


where only the club's staff was allowed. 


After three hours hanging around a the club, he gave up. Vik would not show up. Had he seen him at the club? 
Perhaps. There were surely a few viewpoints the ghost could reach and hide behind while surveying the club 


public areas. 


Maybe it was just wishful thinking but CJ had a hunch that Vik would check if he would come or not. Even if 
Vik had no intention to show himself and speak with him, CJ was convinced that the blond would have wanted 


to see if he would come back. 


CJ's Saturday night outing at the club didn't prove more successful, nor the following weekend's visits at the 


club. 


It had been two weekends that CJ had visited the club and Vik had purposely avoided him. What could he do to 
get Vik to come out of his hiding and talk to him? CJ spent most of his second Saturday night sitting at the 
bar. There was no point going on the dancefloor. Vik would not join him. Roaming around the club was pointless 
as well. Being there was a waste of time and money. Still he was happily reordering shots of vodka as the night 


went by, gazing at the pretty bottles of alcohol lining the glass shelves behind the bar. 


The next time he ordered a shot of vodka, he also asked the bar tender if he could borrow a pen. The woman 


serving him brought him his glass and a black sharpie. 


CJ grabbed a clean cardboard coaster from a pile on the counter and started to write on it. What were the 


odds that it would work? Probably slim. Was it worth trying? Definitely. 


CJ ended up using two coasters to write his message. He downed his shot and paid for his tab then proceeded 


to walk up the stairs to the first floor. 

It was already late and the place wasn't busy anymore, especially at the back on the upper floor, where there 
was no seating area. CJ looked around him. Nobody was paying attention to him so he knelt down and slid the 
two coasters under the locked door leading to the staircase of the attic studio. 

It was Sunday late morning and the club had closed since a few hours when Vik ventured into the staircase to 
walk down to the club. He was about to walk through the door when he looked down and saw two white 
coasters with words scribbled on them on the dark wood floor. That was odd. He picked them up and read the 
handwritten notes on them. 

Vik sat on the steps of the staircase and stared at the message that CJ had left him. 

Vik, Im so sorry. | didn't mean to hurt you. | need to see you and talk fo you. 

At least let me say goodbye. | will be here one more time. Next Friday. Please. CJ 


Vik sighed and let his head fall on the side. It hit the wall with a light thud. It was a good thing he couldn't cry 


anymore otherwise by now he'd been a mess of tears and snot 

He held the coasters tightly in his hands. 

He was pathetic and selfish, and he had reacted like an idiot; but still, CJ wanted to speak with him. 
He knew he didn't need to think this one over 


The following Friday, CJ arrived at the club, barely able to contain his excitement and anxiety. What if Vik 
hadn't seen his message? What if he had seen it and wouldn't show up? What if.. 


As CJ was running various scenarios in his head, he was walking towards their usual meeting point, at the back 
of the ground floor room, behind the pillar. His eyes spotted the blond leaning against the wall. Vik looked sad 
but still smiled when he noticed CJ approaching. 

"You didn't need to apologize. | was a jerk," Vik said when CJ arrived at his level. 

The club was packed that night. 


"Vik, thank god." CJ started but Vik didn't let him continue. 


‘Its too busy. Come upstairs. Let's go to the attic." 


CJ nodded and followed Vik. Once they were on the upper floor, Vik went through the door and unlocked it for 
CJ. People eyed him suspiciously when he opened the ‘staff only’ door and walked in but he didn't care. It's not 
like anyone would go and report him to the bar tender, right? Vik promptly locked it back when he was inside. 
"Let's go up," Vik said. 

"No, | want to talk to you." 

"We can talk upstairs." 

"| don't care where we talk. Here is fine," CJ said. 

Vik looked a little surprised but he stopped climbing the flight of stairs. 

I'm sorry, Vik. | was so nervous. | didn't know if you'd show up and if | could ever talk to you again" 

| was so stupid and selfish. tm sorry." 

"We both messed up." 

There was a long silence before Vik spoke again. 

"You came here often?" 

"What do you mean? You didn't see me? | came on Fridays and Saturdays, the last two weeks" 

| stayed away. | didn't want to risk seeing you. | knew that if | would...” 

"What?" 

| don't know. | thought you wouldn't come anyway. After what | said and how | spoke to you... 

"You were upset and hurt. | get it. | didn't want to hurt you." 

‘| know, | got so worked up about everything. | didn't realize but | was overwhelmed. Your attention, the 
birthday presents, what you said, then we started to flirt and make out and.. It made it feel so real and yet 
even more so.. Unattainable." 

| was trying to tell you that you were great and | wished this could work" 


"| get that. | guess I'm depressed and slowly losing my mind." 


"No, you're not losing your mind." 


Vik sat on the stairs and CJ joined him. 

"So now what?," Vik said. 

"| like you. | like you more than | should but | still want to be around you. | don't want to upset you." 
Vik nodded. 


"You're a great guy. You need to spend your time with your friends and a man who can give you a life and a 


real relationship." 

"Well, | can try that but | can still spend my weekend nights here with you, at least a few hours." 

Vik smiled shyly. 

‘lm not looking for anyone. If | meet someone.. Fine. I'll see. For now, | need you because | can speak with you 
and you're helping me. I'm alive but up to a few weeks ago, | was feeling dead inside. You are dead but you 
seem so alive." 

CJ tried to take Vik's hand, forgetting once again that he was trying to grab thin air. 

"I want to help you. | started looking up facts online about ghosts and hautings. Why some people become 
ghosts or haunt places. | looked up stores and libraries specialized in paranormal things. | will go and look for 
info. | will not tell about you but just in general, about ghosts being trapped in a place where a murder took 
place. Try to get some insights. Maybe there is a way to break this situation or spell or whatever it is. | 
reallybwant to help you." 

"CJ, | don't know what to say. Its.. My problem, not yours." 

"If you could move on, not be stuck here anymore, not be a ghost anymore, would you do it?" 

"Yeah, but..." 

"Bute" 

" You just said | help you." 

"You've helped me move on. Now | know | can feel again and fall for someone and.. Live again. | want you to 
move on too. Not be miserable and trapped and.. Even if that means you and | won't see each other. There 


must be a reason | can see you and talk to you. Maybe this reason is that I'm supposed to do that, help you 


out." 


Vik smiled at CJ. 

That was the way it was supposed to be. One of them learning to live again after grieving, the other finding 
peace and moving on in the afterlife. A ghost was eternal, wasn't it? How long would CJ be around? How long 
would he care about him? Vik knew he had to take this opportunity. If anyone could help him find a way out of 
his situation, he could no say no. 

"Okay, but for now.. Let's not worry about that. Can we spend a normal evening?" 


"What do you mean?" 


‘| mean, you and | go downstairs for a bit and you check me out like you always do when we dance. | like that, 
even if we both know we cannot really do much about it later on 


CJ laughed but then shook his head. 
"So you noticed me checking you out?" 


‘Oh, yeah," Vik laughed back. "And as | said, | liked it. Because | liked to watch you too. | just didn't know if it 


was just that or.. More.” 

"It was definitely how you look but then.. It was more too." 

"| get it but | dont think we should do anything else... You know, like last time" 
"Agreed. Too frustrating," CJ confirmed. 


Vik stood up and walked down the few steps he had climbed. He unlocked the door and waited for CJ to be 


down the stairs as well. 
lm so glad you came back,’ Vik said. "Thanks for the coasters, | mean, the messages on the coasters." 
"| would have come back again, you know? If you hadn't shown up today... | don't think | would have given up." 


Vik opened the door for CJ. He let him out and the locked it from inside before passing through it and heading 
out to go with him to the dancefloor. 


Chapter 9 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the late update. | blame Xmas and all the year end shenaningans.. 
At least the story is coming to an interesting point.. At least, | hope so ;-) 


It took CJ a few weeks to get into the topic of ghosts and haunting. He thought he had read enough online 
after a couple of weeks spending a good part of his evenings browsing the internet. His next steps into 
investigating led him to a few supernatural shops where he met and talked to people who were more into this 
than him. He bought a few book which were older publications not available online that were reportedly serious 


and important for any aspiring ghost hunter, according to the people he had spoken with. 


From what he had gathered, becoming a ghost was not a common consequence of passing away. It happened 
seldom and they were different theories about why someone would become a ghost. Specialists on the topic 
would agree on a few things but also disagree on many. There was however a consensus around the fact that 
a ghost was supposedly ‘born’ when the soul of a deceased person was trapped in the world of the living after 
a violent and untimely death. Some people also believed that some lethal illnesses could lead their victims to 
becoming ghosts, but that wasn't a popular theory. It wasn't anyway one that would have applied to Vik's case. 
The violent and untimely death, however, was spot on as far as his friend was concerned. Yet, even if that was 
an explanation, CJ wondered how come there were so many people murdered or dying too young in accidents 


but not all of them turning into ghosts. 


CJ was slowly resigning himself to never really understand why Vik had become a ghost. Hopefully, anyway, the 
‘why’ was irrelevant to finding the right way to send him over into the world of the deceased, where dead 
people's souls could find eternal rest. Maybe there was actually no such place. CJ was struggling with the 
concept of heaven and hell, as in the classical religious view. However, hopefully there was something or 
somewhere where souls could rest. That was the kind of abstract ideas he was conjuring in his mind when he 


was thinking about the topic. 


Eventually, CJ had found an interesting theory about haunting in one of the books he had purchased. In cases 
such as Vik's, namely deaths resulting from the murders of innocent people, avenging the deceased was 
believed to be a way to help the ghost move on into the afterlife. The examples given by the ghost hunter 
who had written the book were mainly related to children, but by extension, CJ thought that an adult man who 
had tried to intervene in a shady situation to help someone and then had been shot could probably fall in the 


same innocent victim category. 


Was this the reason why Vik was still stuck among the living? His murderers hadn't been arrested after the 
crime but this had been 20 years ago. Was it reasonable to think that those criminals were still roaming 

around? Maybe they had been arrested and put in jail for something else. Would that not count as avenging? 
Would it only work if they'd be arrested for their crime against Vik? Or if they'd acknowledge it? What if the 


criminals had died, without ever been suspected of their crime against Vik? Would that mean that Vik would 


never be avenged and therefore never find peace? 


The theory had a certain logic and appeal but it also raised questions, so many questions, some disturbingly 
pessimistic. CJ had not wanted yet to talk about it with Vik, who seemed to avoid asking him for too many 
updates about his investigations for fear of being disappointed. 


CJ had looked up the author of the book online but the man had died a few years ago. Who could he speak to 
in order to try to brainstorm about the theory and see how Vik's case would apply and if and how he should 
be avenged. There were other ghost hunter authorities he found online. Some of them in the country and not 
necessarily close to where they were but also abroad, in Canada or in the UK even. He wouldn't be able to 
travel and meet them face to face but with nowadays modern technologies, hopefully they would agree to 
have at least a call with them or reply to his emails. One of those people was a professor in a private 
paranormal research institute in Rhode Island. He was regularly speaking at conferences on the topic of ghost. 
CJ figured that this kind of person would probably be the best candidate for a first contact and attempt at 


exchanging ideas. 


Besides finding ways to send Vik into eternal rest, there was another mystery that CJ was trying to solve 
while doing his research. Why could he see and speak with Vik? Why was he able to communicate with a ghost, 
or rather, this ghost specifically? Maybe it was a gift. Maybe he could have interacted with other ghosts as 
well, if he'd walked into other haunted places, which most likely had never happened. CJ had never had any 
evidence that he had special abilities when it came to supernatural things but maybe he had and had simply 


never been exposed to it. 
Deep down, however, he doubted it. It felt like his connection to Vik was something else. 


The way they had been talking to each other about their respective experiences with grieving, from opposites 
perspectives.. He didn't know whether he had to call it fate or destiny but the more he was thinking about 
that aspect of their relationship and friendship, the more he was convinced that this was meant to be. 


But then the unthinkable happened. 


CJ would never forget about that day, Saturday 23 of November. It had been almost two months since Vik and 
him had had their falling-out and had stayed away from each other for two weeks, after Vik's birthday. Since 
then, and after they had talked and made peace, their encounters had resumed and their friendship had 


continued to grow. 


CJ had been coming every weekend to the club and Vik had been there to meet him. Except for that Saturday 
on November 23. CJ had been at the club and seen Vik the night before on Friday. He hadn't stayed very late 
because he was tired from a busy week but he had spent three hours there. Vik and him had talked and 
laughed. They had danced, and then talked and laughed some more. Vik had been in a flirty and playful mood. 


Since their intimate moment in the attic loft, which they had agreed would not need to be repeated, the 


awkwardness of before had gone. At this point, CJ and him were enjoying the flirting for what it was, a way to 


have fun and make the other smile and feel good, without any pressure to do anything more about it. 


It was therefore totally unexpected and unexplainable for CJ that Vik didn't show up that Saturday. The mood 
had been good the night before. They didn't have any negative vibe going on They hadn't argued or discussed 
anything touchy or that could have hurt or upset Vik, so why had the ghost not come to meet him in their 


usual spot? 


They knew each other. Vik wouldn't play a trick like that on him. He wouldn't hide for no reason In the last two 
months, the few times CJ had to skip a visit to the club on a Friday or Saturday, he had told Vik in advance so 


the ghost wouldn't wait for him or worry that something had occurred. 

After four hours hanging at the club and getting more and more nervous and frustrated about the situation, 
CJ had to face reality. Vik wouldn't show up. On his way out of the club, CJ tried not to think about the next 
question that popped in his head. What if Vik never shows up again? 

Back in his apartment, CJ lay wide awake in his bed for the rest of the night. 


What could have happened? For sure, he would go back to the club on Friday the following week and he would 
find Vik and get an explanation about what had happened but... In case Vik still wouldn't turn up, then.. What? 


Chapter I0 


Author's Notes: 
A bit of a longer chapter. | didn't have the heart to split it into two. | hope you enjoy. There will be one last 
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Not surprisingly, CJ was in a bad mood the following Monday when he arrived at the coffee shop. His first 
move when he opened his laptop was to check the club's agenda to see if it was open on Wednesday. That was 
the day they would have special openings for live music. That week, however, there was no gig planned. It 
meant that for sure, CJ would have to wait until Friday evening to hopefully see Vik again and get answers to 
his questions. That was too long to wait but there was nothing else he could do. 


Early in the afternoon, he left his office on the upper floor of the coffee shop and went into the main room 
downstairs. It was well past lunch time and his barrista and waitress didn't need any help to handle the handful 


of customers that were still there or the few that were coming in and out to get coffees to go. 


CJ however needed a break from looking at the coffee shop books and trying not to think about Vik's 
disappearance so since he was there, he made himself useful and went around to pick up a few cups and plates 
that hadn't been brought back yet to the bar for washing. After that, he rearranged the chairs around the 
tables and gathered the magazines people had left here and there to go put them back in the wall racks where 
they were kept, for customers to borrow and read. The coffee shop had free wifi but many people still 
enjoyed grabbing a physical paper copy of a magazine to read while sipping on their drinks or having a bite. 


The magazine selection was very eclectic. That was one of CJ's personal touches as the place's manager. 
Besides the usual and more mainstream news or nature magazines, there were also several rock or alternative 


lifestyle and music ones. 


CJ looked with a sad smile at the issue of one of the music publications he was holding. It featured old pictures 
of glam rock and hair metal bands from the 40s. There were a few guys with long blond hair but none as 


handsome as Vik, he thought. 


He sighed, exasperated by his own gloomy mood, before he put the magazines back in place. CJ also picked up a 
copy of the local paper daily issue that someone had brought and apparently forgotten to take with them when 
they were leaving. He folded it into two and was about to put it with the other magazines when his eyes fell 
on the article at the bottom of the first page. 


20 Year Old Dance Club Mystery Double Murder Case Solved 


It was as if someone had punched him in the stomach. He put the paper on a nearby table and slowly sat 
down, his eyes glued to the large print letters of the article's title. 


CJ put his hand over his mouth and shook his head in disbelief. 


Under the headline, there were just a couple of paragraphs and two pictures. One was of the club CJ was used 
to go to every week to meet Vik and right next to it, the same club presumably, but 20 years ago or so. On 
the older picture, the name above the entrance door was Entropy, the old name of the place which CJ recalled 


having seen mentioned when he had first checked the city library archives to get more info about Vik's story. 


CJ quickly read the two paragraphs featured on the first page and then went straight to page 3 for the rest 
of the article. He read it at lightning speed and then started from the top of the page again, taking in the 


story recounted by the journalist and which also featured a police officer's interview. 


As it turned out, one of the two thugs who had been involved in Vik's murder had been arrested for an 
attempted armed robbery earlier in the week. It was suspected that he had given away information about his 
former partner in crime and confessed participating to the murder at the local club twenty years ago in 
exchange of a reduced sentence for the robbery he had just been charged with. It had only taken the local 
police a couple of days to track down the other man and after a car chase, the police had arrested the man 


who had been the one shooting Vik and right after that, the dealer. 


At the end of the article, there was a small snapshot of the same paper cover page from those days, when 
the news of the murder had been first reported. There was also a brief description of the case, for the 


people who might not recall it or were too young to have read about in 1992. 
CJ leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes. 


Did this really happen? He had to make sure. If Vik's murderer had been arrested, he had to be one hundred 


percent sure about it before telling him. 


He stuck the paper under his arm and got up to get back to his office. Five minutes later, he was out again to 
go to the newspaper stand around the corner. He bought a copy of the other local paper, as well as the 
regional one, to see if they were reporting the same info or if they had additional details about the story. 


He quickly found the same news and more or less the same details and police statements in the other two 


papers he had just purchased. 


The rest of the afternoon went by in a bit of a blur. When he was back home, CJ sat down on the sofa with a 
glass of whisky, the newspapers he had brought back and his laptop. One of the books he had been reading and 
consulting in the last few weeks, the one where he had found the avenging theory to send ghosts away, was on 


the coffee table in front of him. 


His heart started to race the moment he picked up the book He swallowed with difficulty the sip of whisky he 
had just taken when it dawned on him that this could be the explanation. 


Up to this moment, he had been way too busy preparing in his head how he would break the news to Vik. He 
had already tried to imagine how relieved his friend would be to know that the scumbag who had shot him 
twenty years ago was now under arrest for his crime and that justice would be rendered. He had not actually 
considered that this arrest could perhaps be seen as a way to avenge Vik's death. But if that was the case, 
was it the reason why Vik hadn't been around on Saturday night? 


He put the book away and frantically checked back the first article he had read. The policeman in the interview 
reported that the car chase and the man's arrest had taken place in the very early hours of Saturday 
morning. 

CJ cursed under his breath. 

He was at the club Friday night with Vik He had left around 2 in the morning, which was already Saturday 
morning. A few hours later, the police was catching the guy and later that day, when he had arrived at the 
club late on Saturday night, Vik was nowhere to be found. 


It would have been ludicrous to believe this was a series of coincidences. 


If Val hadn't show up two days before, it only meant one thing. Vik's death had been avenged through the 


police arrest and he therefore no longer was a ghost. 
CJ sat there for a long moment, lost in his thoughts and unable to move. 
Was it really what happened? Was it so simple? 


He would not take any chance. Of course, he would go to the club again on Friday but.. Somehow, deep inside, 
now he knew he wouldn't see Vik again, even if he wasn't totally sure he wanted to admit it. 


He didn't notice the few tears that rolled down his face. It's only when he looked down and saw wet marks on 


the newspaper that was still on his lap that he realized he was crying. 

He wiped the tears away with a shaky hand. 

That was not how it was supposed to be. That was not how he had envisaged things would go. Yes, he wanted 

to help Vik and he wanted him to move on and be in peace but.. He would have wanted to say goodbye. Have a 
last moment with him, or at least be conscious that the moment they were sharing would be their last. 

CJ had thought that there would be a spell or a ritual or something to do and say to trigger a passageway to 
world of the dead. They would have discovered what to do to make it happen and would have decided when and 


how it would occur. They would have celebrated and said bye and then send Vik on his way. 


CJ grabbed his glass and downed the rest of his whisky in one go. It burnt but not enough. 


Was he selfish? Was he a bad guy for now being angry at the situation? Wasn't it what he himself had 
suggested? Helping Vik, his friend, to find a way to end his haunting days? If so, then, why was it so painful to 
realize it had happened? 


Vik didn't even know that CJ had found this theory about ghost and avenging deceased people. He wanted to 


know more before telling him. 


CJ winced at the idea of what happened to Vik How was it? Did he notice something was happening? Does a 
ghost know when he ceases to be a ghost? What is it even called? Does a ghost die? 


He had so many questions. He knew Vik didn't feel pain so it probably didn't hurt but was he scared? CJ would 
have wanted to be there, not only to say goodbye but to make sure that Vik knew he was with him and he 


would see him through, whatever that meant. 


CJ threw the newspaper on the floor and headed for the door. On the way out, he took his car keys and his 
jacket. 


There wasn't much going on in the neighborhood of the club on Monday nights. The drive there from his 
apartment hadn't taken long. The place was closed, as expected. Still, CJ felt the need to be there. He parked his 
car a block away and walked to the entrance door. He stood there for a moment and then realized that it 


might look strange to passers-by. 


He hesitated but finally walked further down the street and turned around the corner, entering the alley 
where the delivery and back entrance of the club was located. This was away from the road and from people 
who'd be walking around on the main street, although he doubted that many pedestrians would venture over 
there at night. It wasn't a dangerous area but there was simply nothing to do or see around at this hour on a 


week night. 


CJ sat down with his back on the locked door and closed his eyes. He hadn't felt so bad and so alone since the 
news of Mark's death. 


It was odd to compare the two situations but truthfully, he had lost someone - in his head, he didn't want to 
call Vik a ghost - who had become an integral part of his life. He hadn't known him for very long but it was 
true nonetheless. Vik hadn't ended up becoming his boyfriend but it was only because it couldn't happen, not 
because they didn't want to, and he had been more than just a friend because CJ had shared with him things 


he had never mentioned to his own long-time living friend Jay. 


When CJ opened his eyes again, he was waking up. He had no idea at what time he had fallen asleep and what 
time it was but the sky wasn't so dark anymore and there was a vague traffic noise reaching his hazy mind. It 
was probably early morning. He shivered and only noticed how cold he was as he stood up. His whole body was 
aching from having slept in an awkward position out in the cold but he forced himself to move. 


When he reached the end of the alley, he gave one last look behind before turning onto the main street and 


heading for his car. 


Later that day, after he had called in sick and taken a nap home, CJ drove to the cemetery where Vik had 


been buried. 


This was not a place he had ever envisaged going to at the time he was meeting with Vik. It seemed to make 


no sense to go and see his grave since he could see the guy every weekend. 


After the realization that Vik was gone for good though, CJ felt completely lost and the guilt of not having had 
the opportunity to say goodbye to him was driving him crazy. 


In the copies of the newspaper he had originally consulted, there had been an announcement of when Vik's 
funeral would take place and where he would be buried. It was not a large cemetery and it had a website with 


a map of the graves with the deceased names so it ended up being easy to find the spot he was looking for. 


CJ didn't recall the last time he had been in a cemetery. He had attended his maternal grandparents’ funeral 
years ago. They had both died the same year, a few months apart from each other, but they were buried in 


another cemetery. He had never been to this one. 


He had purchased flowers because he thought that it felt wrong to go there empty-handed. CJ placed them, a 
simple bouquet of white roses, just below the stone that was marking the place where Vik had been buried. His 
full name, his date of birth and the date he had passed away were carved in the shiny dark grey stone. There 
was also a short sentence with loving words that had been added by his parents and siblings, referring to him 
as ‘Vik, our beloved son and brother". 


CJ stood there for a little while, feeling just as helpless as he did when he was in front of the door of the 
club or its back entrance in the alley the night before. He knelt down and touched the stone. 


‘I'm sorry | wasn't there when you.. Went away. | just wanted to say goodbye. I'll miss you. | hope you're okay 


now, wherever you are." 


In the evening, CJ swung by the coffee shop. It was just before closure time and he went straight to his office 
to look at the business’ mailbox and see if there was anything he had to answer or handle or if it could wait 


till the day after. 


When his employees were gone and the placed was closed, with all the shutters rolled down, CJ went 
downstairs to prepare himself a coffee. 


It was almost IO o'clock and coffee was probably not a good idea but he was way past being bothered by one 


more sleepless night. 


He opted for a cappuccino and prepared the coffee and then the warm milk As he was finishing the pour the 
milk into his mug, he felt a draft. He immediately turned around. Even if Vik hadn't used that trick very often, 
he still did remember how it felt to have him pass through him intentionally. 


All the windows were closed and there was no one else in the place. It would have been too good to think that 


Vik was haunting his coffee shop now. He didn't want to think about that but how could he not? 


He put his coffee on the counter and walked in the main room. He checked the door, which was locked from 
the inside. It was crazy to think that anyone would have opened it and entered since the heavy metal shutters 
outside would prevent that anyway. There was nothing out of place. All the chairs were neatly pushed under 
the tables and the larger armchairs of the cozy corners untouched. When CJ turned around and moved 


towards the bar again, he saw two coasters falling from the counter on the floor, as if someone had pushed 


them off. 


They weren't serving beer in the coffee shop but it was fall time and they had seasonal non-alcoholic ciders 
on offers from a local brewery. The brewery was always delivering its bottles with stacks of cardboard 
coasters with their logo and website info. CJ would leave them on the counter to help promoting the brewery 


products to the customers. 


CJ slowly approached and picked up the two coasters. Both had something written on their blank side. He put 
them on the counter and noticed that a sharpie marker was lying there too, uncapped. It was just a few words 


and the handwriting wasn't very good but it wasn't so bad that it couldn't read it. 


lm free now, Im fine 


Thank you, for whatever you did 


And thx for the roses too 
Take care of yourself 


Love, Vik 


Chapter Il 
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After receiving Vik's message from beyond the grave, CJ took the rest of the week off. He packed a small bag 
and hopped in his car for a long drive away from the city. He stayed away in a family-run BẸB in the 
countryside for four days, walking around and sightseeing in the few larger towns in the area. He needed a 
break and time to himself. He was still a bit shaken from what had happened that evening in the coffee shop 
but eventually, he felt he had regained a sense of calm and was at peace with himself. 


When he drove back in town, he called up Jay and proposed to go out at night. 


It was high time he started to live again. That was what Jay and his family had told him so many times in the 
past but it was the first time he was really feeling like it. 


He was still thinking about Vik. Not all the time but often enough and when he was, it made him smile. He knew 
things had turned out fine for him. That was the most important. He guessed why, although he would never 
know for sure whether the murderer's arrest did the trick He also knew that Vik had known he had visited his 
grave. He didn't know how this had happened. Vik had managed to write him a message to let him know all was 
good. It was totally surreal and incredible but, again, it had happened. CJ knew that hadn't been a prank. Who 
would have known about him visiting his grave and bringing roses? Who would have known that using coasters 


to write him a note would have been the way to go and not write on the wall or something more creepy like 


that? 


He had no way to understand all this and he had come to accept that some things would remain unexplained. 
Vik never manifested himself to him again, which CJ thought was for the best. He had preciously kept the 


coasters though, just to remind himself he had not gone crazy that evening, after the visit to the cemetery. 


CJ's life was back on track The coffee shop was doing very well, especially since a coffee place belonging to a 
chain and which was located two streets away had closed down over the holiday season The next months flew 
by as CJ got increasingly busy with running the coffee shop that his uncle and father were gradually handing 
it over to him. 


There weren't many customers in the coffee shop on that beautiful late summer day of early September. 


School had started again and the weather was still so nice that most of the people who were not at work or in 


class were enjoying being outside. 


CJ had a look through the large French doors leading to the new patio area. He couldn't wait for the works 
that he had commissioned to be done at the back and transform the neglected backyard into a nice secluded 


terrace. The building company had told him that it should be completed in two weeks. 


There would be seating for around 20 people and CJ knew it would be a hit and help draw more customers in 
the warmer months. He had also bought outdoors heaters to install when everything would be ready. Fall would 
be just starting in a couple of weeks so he wanted to ensure that his customers could use the back terrace 
already. With the heaters, thick blankets and nice ambient lights, the place would be a very cozy spot for 


autumn afternoons and evenings, hopefully till Halloween if they had a mild autumn. 


CJ returned behind the counter and continued browsing on his laptop for more ideas to boost business in the 
fall. He was also toying with the idea to make a small event to celebrate the opening of the extra space at the 


back of the coffee shop. 


He was too absorbed in his internet search to notice the customer who had just walked in and ordered a panini 
to go. The barrista picked up the sandwich and put it in the toasting machine to warm it up when the 


customer asked something else. 

"Hey, sorry, is this offer still valid?" 

CJ finally lifted his head from his laptop when he heard the question about a valid offer, wondering what the 
guy was referring to since they were not running any special promotion this week. The barrista also seemed 
confused about what the man was inquiring. 


"What offer?" 


The customer put a five dollar note on the counter to pay for his panini and pointed at a sign above the large 


espresso machine. 

"The one for a free milkshake on your birthday." 

"Oh? Huh... | guess?" 

The barrista had said that more like a question than a statement. It had been a while since anyone had come in 
on their birthday and asked for the complimentary milkshake. He turned towards CJ who was a few feet away, 


silently asking him for a confirmation that he could give the customer a free drink. 


Unfortunately, CJ wasn't paying attention to his employee. Instead, his gaze and focus were on the customer, a 
tall young man with straight brown hair an inch or two past his shoulders. 


CJ didn't realize he was staring. All he could register at that moment were the deep brown eyes, the full lips, 
the oval of the man's face, even his voice... Everything reminded him of Vik, apart from the hair color and the 
clothes, but Vik's hair was not naturally blond anyway. If he'd have met him when his hair wasn't dyed and 
shorter, that was probably exactly what he would have looked like. 

"So... It's a yes?" 

CJ finally snapped out of his daze when his barrista asked again. 

"Yeah, sure," he said as he walked up to the customer. "Can we see an ID? For the birthday." 

The customer nodded and reached for his wallet. He handed out his driver's license. 

CJ took it and checked the name and date of birth. 


Christopher Victor Johnson, born 2 September II 


CJ looked up at the customer and then back at the license. He didn't even comment on the fact that it was 
indeed his birthday on that day. The barrista took the vague nod that CJ made as confirmation 


"What flavor for your milkshake?" 


The young man looked up at the menu with the available options. Vanilla, Caramel, Chocolate, Coffee, OREO, 
Strawberry. 


"Chocolate, please." 

The barrista started to prepare the drink. 

CJ was still holding the license in his hands. He remembered Vik's full name, which he had read in the 
newspapers articles the year before. Viktor Christopher Jensen His date of birth was 20 September 1969. The 
customer was called Christopher Victor Johnson, and he was born on 2 September I74l, so he was turning 22 
that day.. Vik's age when he had died. 

"Can | have it back?" 

The young man's voice startled CJ. He looked up, too stunned to be embarrassed. 

"Sorry," he said as he gave him his license back. 


The young man looked a little confused but smiled politely. 


"IFs just.. Your name reminded me of a friend," CJ said when he realized his behavior was probably weird, if 


not borderline creepy. 

"Johnson? It's so common, right?" 

"Yes, but.. Actually | meant your first name, Victor.. Well, no, Christopher." 
"| prefer Chris." 


The barrista put a to-go cup with the chocolate milkshake on the counter in front of Chris together with a 


brown bag containing his warmed-up panini. 

"Happy birthday, Chris," CJ said. 

"Thanks. Not sure how ‘happy’ it will be, though. My best friend caught a stomach virus so the plan, which 
was going out tonight, is not happening and since l'm from out of town and don't know anyone else here and | 
don't feel like going somewhere by myself... | think its going to be a pretty boring Friday night birthday in my 
friend's guest room," he chuckled. 

CJ knew there was no chance it would lead to anything but he couldn't help it. He had to say something. 

"I know a place. It's a nice club for dancing or just having a drink | think you'd like it." 

Chris sipped on his milkshake and made an appreciative sound. 

‘Is no fun when you're by yourself." 


"| meant... | can take you there. You wouldn't be alone." 


There was a slight frown on Chris’ face but it quickly disappeared. He took another sip of his drink and then 


smiled. 
"Are you asking me out?" 


CJ was glad his barrista or the few customers in the coffee shop were not too close and didn't hear that. As 
coffee shop manager, picking up customers was obviously not something he was supposed to do. And he never 


did, but how could he not say anything and let this guy, whoever he was, walk out of his place without at least 
trying? 
"'m.. Not sure," CJ replied, because he really wasn't sure whether there was a right answer to this question. 


What were the odds that the young man was even into guys? But now it was too late and so CJ tried to keep 
it light and casual. "Would it be bad if | did?" 


Chris paused for a second, wondering what that look was in the other man's eyes. He couldn't say but it was 


drawing him in. 


"No. It wouldn't be bad," he said. "Tell you what, give me the name and the address of the club and I'll meet 
you there." 


"Okay." 


CJ grabbed a notepad. He wrote the club's name and details on a piece of paper, as well as his name and phone 


number. 

Here you go" 

Chris looked at the note. 

"ÇJ?" 

"Carlton James." 

Chris nodded. 

"CJ sounds good. And | like your hair, by the way." 

CJ unconsciously passed a hand in it. He was still dying them blue. 

He refrained from making any compliment back. That could wait for later, when they'd see each other again 
"Meet you there at midnight?" 

"Midnight? Then it won't be my birthday anymore,” Chris joked. 

"Good point. II?" 

"Sounds better." 

"Ill wait for you in front.” 

Chris picked the bag with his panini and tilted his milkshake cup towards CJ. 

"See you there," he said before turning around and heading out of the coffee shop. 


CJ was still standing behind the counter and staring at the door long after Chris had walked out. His barrista 
noticed and nudged his shoulder. 


"Everything ok, CJ?" 

CJ turned towards him 

"|. | guess. Why?" 

His employee shrugged and laughed 

"| don't know. You look like you've just seen a ghost" 
CJ looked at the door again and smiled 


"Yeah, well.. | hope | just did." 


THE END 


